It goes as follows-
When You test the devotee's devotion
And the extent of their dedication,
Between tests, let there be a short vacation,
In which You can hold a convocation
And certify to men their degree of graduation.
This manner You have of continuous provocation
Let it not be your eternal avocation.
We know You are the Director
And each one of us but the actor.
But even the actor should know the script
So that he may do his little bit.
Does a good director keep changing the script
Merely to suit his whim and wit?
Does he call for the settings of a wedding scene grand,
And when the actors have turned up, complete with band,
Wave it away with an airy hand?
Leaving them bereft and baffled to stand
And proceed instead gaily to a sequence of song and dance,
Not giving the actors even the slightest chance
To take a deep breath and ask, merely ask -
They are not taking him to task.
All they ask is - why oh why?
Why do you leave us so high and dry?
Do we not have the right to know each day
The part we are supposed to play,
And what we have to do and say?
Can we play our parts to perfection
When, of the whole we have no comprehension?
'Tis only fair You tell us the plot,
Lest our acting comes to nought".
I never did post the poem to Baba, my friends!
"The road of life is filled with many rocks of trials and
tribulations. We cannot expect God to remove them from our path,
but we can ask Him to give us the strength and the wisdom to avoid
stumbling over them. God does not intend that we have no obstacles
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